Family life at Bijeno
the way over the ridge, westward into the Sardab Rud valley.
We next came to Pishkur, a large village, with one well-built
stone house among its wooden chalets, where I was un-
expectedly greeted by a Bahai from Tunakabun whom I had
met the year before. We refused to stop, however; trusting to
the map and the probabilities of the landscape, we were making
for Delir, which must have been visited by Europeans since
it was more or less correctly placed, but which neither of my
men had ever heard of; they could not get over their surprise at
finding these villages really in existence when we came to them.
After Pishkur the rain came down and the landscape was
blotted out completely. *Aziz paused beside some men who
were winnowing in the downpour, and enquired the name of
the owner of Bijeno village which we were coming to. We
soon turned down a steep and slippery sheet of mud between
houses, came to a chalet with carved wooden pillars, removed a
sheep that was blocking the entrance to the squire's reception
room, and found the owner of Bijeno, a young man, sitting on
the floor with a pocket mirror and comb beside him, smoking
his pipe of opium.
The Squire of Bijeno was more than cordial, he was delighted
to see new arrivals on a wet day. He had a fire in the hearth
in no time, while I sat on the carpet and dried myself. The
mist came trailing in wisps at the open doorway; the bkck
sheep settled down again among our shoes; the squire's wife,
a handsome kdy, imperious and benevolent, who had been
called in from the next room, sat cross-legged before the samo-
var, while four daughters, ranging upwards from seven years,
crouched round in a circle and caressed a white cat called
Mahmal, decorated with streaks of henna.
In a far corner of the room an ascetic, long-faced servant
with two curls sticking out over the ears under his black felt
cap, cut up a newly flayed sheep with a pocket-knife borrowed
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